WHAT'S THE MATTER, DINO? 
YA SOLIND LIKE YOU'RE DYINY , 


SPLUTIGLUG! 
THEY DIP IT 
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BONE-DOME RIDES AGAIN! HE'S GOTTA 
BE THE DUMBEST MAN ON EARTHS 


DINO AND PEBBLES 
JUST SUCKERED 


you AGAIN 
PICKLE-Puss! 


ns 


YOUR DUTY IS TO HELP. 
ELINTSTONE AND RUBBLE, 
GAZOO! ONE MORE BOO-B60, 
BuUBI, AND... : 


il 


HUH= 
OH YES, 
ALL-HIGHEST! 


"ULL EXILE YOU TO HOTTO, THE ) N-NOT HOTTO! LOOK, ALL-HIGHES 
PLANET OF FLAMES, IF YOU ILL TAKE CARE OF FLINTSTONE, 


ON'THELP FLINTSTONE! Bez Se 


HOW CAN LHELP HIM? 
Bee, TOO DUMB TO LEARN 


-LT. AIN'T SO FUNNY, 
WILMAL I Wi 
ALMOST KILLED! 7 


I IW WHAT I'LL 20, 

FROM _NOW ON, I'LL DO 

ALL FLINTSTONE'S 
NKING FOR HIM! 


SEAUTIEOL, WILMA 
ACTUALLY THE HUMIDITY 
15 73, THE TEMPERATURE 


1S82, AND THE DEWPOINT 
INDICATES A STORM 


Dip t 
SAY THAT? 


FRED FLINTSTON: 


YOU CRAZY Z POOR 


E'S | | TODAY, TLL HAVE TO MOVE | 
DELIniGuS! | | 18.8 TONS OF ROCK AT 


QUARRY; 


HMM/ 1900 CALORIES! ID LIKE 
‘LL TAKE FIVE SAND- TO PLINIP 
WICHES IN My LLUINCH.. THIS BOWL 
BOX TOTALLING 16: 

CALORIES, SUFFICIENT 

TO LAST TILL SUPPER! 


oR 


/AS THINKIN’ HE’ 
HIS Mu 
I DID 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


WHY DIDN'T ITHINK 7:38!.. TIME FLINTSTONE WILL BEA 
ia 3 TO DEPART ! CHANGED MAN? HE'LL 
IT TAKES 29 NEVER MAKE A MISTAKE! 
MINUTES TO GET ey 
FLINTSTONE NEVER 3a THE 


TO TH 
SETS IN TROUBLE! oA. QUAKRY! y, 


FRED'S GONE BYE-B 
HE'S OUTOFIT!! 


— THIS CALIS 
GKOWTH OF 1.9 INCHES 
OF GRASS, CLIT IT SUNDAY! 


HE'S RIGHT/ TH’ MINEROLOGISTS 
ANALYSIS SAYS TH' SAM 
THING? : 
NATURE WITH SOME 

GRANITE CONTENT! 

HOWEVER. 


INA a 7 YOULL GET THIS. \ 26 ACROSS ig 
S13 BACK : 
ONE WHO 


UH, FRE! 
you're PeeTTY BARNEY! _A | WORD. 
SHARP L ATELY... = ZZLE...A KEEPS io, 
MY INCOME TAX @ : ‘ 


IT'S SIMPLE, PROFESSOR! i ae HELP ye 
THE SQUARE ROOT OF THE Y HOMEWORK 


HYPOTENUSE EQUALS SENIUS/ HOW MICH 
THE SUM IS 2AND22 , <4 


WAIT A MINUTE... LL GET ee af , HUME WHO! 
LET'S SBE ..ONE AND ONE AND.. Cora, ‘1. SAIP THAT? 
~ se é 


" M-MY_ NAME ¥ 
UH-IT'S—DUH 
= 60 


LET'S SEE 
ss sbe: 
(pear io pLuszis | | PEEBLES. 
iO ICE 
FOR GENILISING 2. HOW MLICH= | 


WHAT ) WHAT AMI,A 

< CALENDAR 22 

WHADBYA ASKIN’ ME 

THEM DUMB QUESTIONS 
FOK #2 


BECAUSE THEY'RE 
THE ONLY KIND YOLI 
CAN LISLIALLY 
ANSWER! 


GAZOO, WHY 
f AIN'TCHA 
BEFORE...HE'S HELPIN' US? - 
NO HELPANYHOW/ 5 


KNOW ! JUST HE HADPA' GOAN’ < YA OLIGHTA 
X,GAZOO..TAKE| | CONK OUT JUST WHEN ) BE GLAD 
ALITTLE SNOOZE! EVERYBODY THOUGHT / HE DID, 
I WAS SMART! FRED! 


OH, FRED, 
THOUGHT YA youlze PERFECT 
TURNED INTO JUST AS YOU ARE! 
AN EGGHEAD! 


= THESE 
LOOK AT THEM! _ BARTHMEN 
THEY'RE SCARED ARE SO IGNORANT". 
STIFF! ng THEY BELIEVE 
. IN GHOSTS! 


T/LL GIVE THEM SOM! ¢-C-C’MON, UM WITH 


E- = 
THING REALLY EGREIE | | 12 1. \. YOU, FRED! 
TO BE AFRAID OF J : . 


HEG HEE HEE! 
WHAT A BUNCH OF 
DUMMIES !? 


THEY'RE ALL STUPID! NO ONE 
WITH INTELLIGENCE 
BELIEVES INGHOSTS! 5 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


AT THAT MOMENT, ON ZILTO. 


I LOVE ‘ 
PLAYING JOKES 
ON RUBBLE AND 
FLINTSTONE? 


1 FELL 
ON DINO... 


» THAT. 
HELPED. 


see WW UAW WoHL! 
WHAT 

I MEAN, 
HEINRICH? , 


“STOP PLAYIN’ \ 


~ AROUND, » 
GAzZOO! 


NEXT DAY... 


THE BOSS ON ZILTOX DID THAT 


TO TEACH ME A LESSON’. BUT j Be: 
IT WAS FLINTSTONES FAULT! | | THERE'S TH'OL'HALINTED 
Beets 1+ CET BVEN!! | | HOUSE, FRED! THERE ARE ) THAT'S 


REAL GHOSTS IN THERE! 


THAT'S NONSENSE! 
THERE'S NO SLICH 
“avosTs! a= NEEDLENOSE! 
ME AN’ BARNEY 
SEEN ONE, DIDN'T 
WE, BARNEYZ | 


THAT'S RIGHT, : = LOOK?.. AFTER 


GAZOO! THAT HOUSE DARK TONIGHT, a 


1S HAUNTED, ALRIGHT! WE'LL 
ss - AND 1'LL PROVE 


TT ISN'T HAUNTED! 
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THERE YA ARE! 
CHICKENED OL! 


THISISSILLY Y WE'RE 5-SCARED 
FOR GEOWN ) TOO,NEEPLE. 
MEN TOBE... /» NOSE, BUT WE 
a AIN'T TURNIN’ 
BACK NOW! 


CLUB?? OH THIS? 


FOR SWATTING Mi 


lOSQ) 


S..AH.. 


1 /MPOSSIBLE?... 
YEEEN! Selgsrv LET'S GETOUT. 


OF HERES 


Y ONESIDE, 
SHORTY 


DOES HE LOOK 


WI io SAYS ea 
ARE SMARTER T! 
uMe ANIMALS 7 


I'S NOTHING LIKE 
BEDROCK... IT WASN'T 


_ $TORY- 
Mike PELLOWSKE 
ART— 
SIM RANLEY 


explorer, ond Plugg, her robot, o vacation 
they had been working fee hard. The Com- 
mender had ordered them to have some fun. 
“Lknow what eur preblem is,” said Flame. “We've 
worked so long without a vacation thet we've 
forgotten how to have fun. We're used to danger, 
mystery and adventure, We're too tensed up to relax. 
We've got-to unwind a little,” she remarked... ~ 
“Lagree,” said Plugg as he began to spin his metal 
heed around in complete circles on his neck. "My main 
spring is very tight. I've got to loosen up.and unwind, | 
den’! want te blow a fuse or overheat. All werk andno. 
ploy makes a well-siled, mechanical man into rusty, 


old robot!” 

“We hove to find a vacation place which will make 
us laugh. Loughter is « universal medicine. If we can 
have « few loughs, we'll report back for space duty 
with a riew, relaxed attitude,” scid Fleme. 

“Jumping gyroscopes! Here's just the vacation place 
we're looking for,” shouted Plugg as he held up a 
travel folder. “Visit da’ Amusement Park Planet. We 
guarantee that we can make you laugh. Try us and 
you'll like us. Laughter is our business,” said Plugg es 

1 read the advertisement. 

“Whot are we waiting for? Memorize the directions, 
ond let's get to our spaceship ond blost off!” called 
. Flame. 

Plugg memorized the direction and they headed for 


the rocket port, They left their fleating apartment 
building and stepped onte « moving sidewelk. The 
sidewalk took them te the rocket port. They stepped off 
of the walkway and bearded their ship. Within a few 
minutes, the ship was ready for blast-off. 

“We're clecred for take-off,” announced Flame. 

Plugg locked very sad. “I sure hope this place can 
make us laugh. | can't even force myself to smile,” he 
admitted as he tried to grin. He discovered that he 
couldn't even snicker. “Can you smile, Flame?” he 
asked. Z 

Flame hadn't tried to smile in a long time. She was 
used to being in dangerous situations. She wasn’t the 
type of person who laughed in the face of danger. She 
tried to curl her lips up into a smile, but she couldn't. 

“We'd better get to the Amusement Park Planet 
before it’s too late,” she said. “If we don’t smile and 
laugh soon, we may never be able te doit again!” She 
“pressed the blast-off button. Their spaceship lifted off 
the ped and zoomed into spac 

They made good time, and soon they saw the 
Amusement Park Planet dead ahead. It was easy to 
recognize, ever from a distance. The entire, tiny 


planet wos covered with rides and furrhouses. Plugg 
and Flame would see huge, ferris wheels; tall, fun 
houses, rocket and roller coaster rides; and all sorts of 
amusements. = 

Flame landed her spaceship in the rocket parking 
Tot. She and Plugg bought tickets from a Martian, 
ticket man and started to look for ways to have fun. 


(GE) 


| 


There were space children and adults from elf parts of 
the universe reaming around the park. Everyone, ex« 
cept Flome end Plugg, wasleughing, smiling and have 
ing fun. 3 pee 
“Let's go over te the ray gun shooting gallery. 
Everyone over there seems to ba enjoying themselves. 
Maybe we can have some fun teo,” suggested Flame. 
. The twe pals went over to the sheoting gallery. 
Flame picked up a ray gun. Any time anyone hit the 
bull’s-eye, they became very happy and smiled. Flame 
hit the bull’s-eye three times, but didn’t smile. “Let's 
try something else,” she said to her frowning, battery~ 
powered buddy. He nedded sadly. * : 
They :walked over to the rocket roller coaster. 
Everyone on the ride was laughirig nervously as they 
waited for the roller couster to start, Flame and Plugs 
got inte a car. The roller couster started. It went up and 
down and.up and dewn, All of the other passengers 


were laughing and giggling. Flame ond Plugg kept 
their sad; frowning faces throughout the entire ride. 
When it was over, they climbed out and walked away. * 
They started to walk past the fun house. © - 

“I guess it’s hopeless. We've lost our ability to 
laugh,” Plugg said sadly. He tumed to look at the fun 


Suddenly, his mete! mouth started te twitch, then 
he started to smile, Soon he was laughing loudly. 
Flame turned te see what was se funny. She started te 
giggle ond couldn't held back her laught 

In frent of them was a fun house mirror. Their reflac- 
tiens in the mirror were very funny. Plugg looked as 
small.as @ mouse and as.thin as a toothpick. . 
Flame looked os fat os @ hippo and as big as on 
elephant. Her neck looked as long as a giraffe's. They 
laughed and laughed. 


I 


: ‘y 


NS 


1 HOPE HE 
. GETS AWAY, 
- SHORTY! 


HEY, NEEDLE-NOSE. : DON'T BOTHER ME! 
HOW COME BARNE —— I'M SICK? 
CATCHIN’ ALL a 

\ TH FISH Z 


I DON'T CARE!.. — 
TI HAVEN'T EVEN 
HADA BITE! 


GROAN! ROW .OH,NO! I'M SEA-SICK AND 
TO THE DOCK; FATSO WON'T QUIT 
4 BECAUSE HE CAN’T 

CATCH A FISH! | 


PLEASE, GAZOO... 
GET US OUTA HERE! 


ISTHISABIG . Y . Y-YEAH...JUST 
ENOLIGH FISH FOR ) GET ME OUTA HERE 
YOU, FREDDY 2 AND LET'S GO 


HOME! 


25 YA GOT ONE, FRED...YA CAUGHT. 
" IT WHILE YA WUZ SLEEPIN’ AN’ 
JA FISH... © HAVIN! THAT BAD DREAM i? 
NY KINDA . : 
: FIsH! 


SHINE? ANYBODY 
WANT A SHINE? 


— 


FEEL GREAT 
WHEN I GETA 
FOOT SHINE! 


AND WHEN A SPLATA SAURLS ) 
'S A HEAD COLD... 


-WHAT HAPPENED 
| TO YOU, BARNEY = _ 


